THE SCENE IS CHANGED

any other playhouse in the world, stood for authority in
drama, playing and direction. To give Shakespeare and
Moliere, Goethe and Schiller and Lessing, Scribe and Sardou
and Ibsen, under one roof and with the same company, was
something that even the Comedie Fran?aise had never set
out to do. The vast stage could harbour in its wings all
the scenery required for a week of current plays. The ward-
robes, workshops and paintrooms functioned with tradi-
tional efficiency. The public functioned just as thoroughly
at the box office, crowding to the seven o'clock performance
from their cafes and going afterwards to dine and talk at
leisure of the play.
With the Burg was associated the small Akademietheater
in the modern city outside the Ring, and the two houses bore
the same relation to each other as the Kammerspiele to the
Deutsches Theater in Berlin. To some extent this solved
the problem of presenting the modern intimate play, which
was liable to be travestied by the grand manner and sweeping
gestures of the Burg stage. I would have liked my comedy
to be done at the Akademie ; but the translator was to be
Felix Salten, author of Bambi, and his preference for a Burg
production was bound eventually to decide the matter.
Meanwhile I was able to see typical productions of Minna
von Barnhelm and other classics at the Burg, and of Molnar,
Wilde and Strindberg on the smaller stage.
In Salten's home, which was full of hunting trophies, I
met Max Reinhardt for the first time. The Professor, a man
of great zest and vitality, was in the midst of his second main
productive period during which he controlled four theatres
in Berlin, the Viennese Theater in der Josefstadt, and the
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